CHAPTER   SEVEN
The Lovers of Lorelei
HROUGH the high window of an apartment in
JL the Plaza Hotel, a sharp finger of New York
sunlight pointed to a pile of gentlemen preferring
blondes. They were preferring them in every lan-
guage. My eye, lazily roving, caught the titles
Blondmen Bevorzugt, Herrer Liker Blonde Piker,
Muzi Mazi Radsi Blondynky^ Herrar Tycker Bast om
Blondmer.
The finger of sunlight also pointed to three
figures-Miss Loos, her husband, and myself.
They were in dressing-gowns and pyjamas; I was
faultlessly attired in grey. We were all quite silent,
because a Great Truth had just been uttered in that
room, and the effect of it had not yet worn off.
The truth was this: Barely ten per cent, of the
Great American Public who flocked to buy Gentle-
men Prefer Blondes had the faintest idea of what the
book was all about.
They thought that it was a 'sweet* book. They
thought that it was a 'cute* book. They thought
that Lorelei was a nice kittenish little thing who
loved to have a good time. It never occurred to
them that there was anything a little risque about
her. The Great American Public, you see, have
not got such nasty minds as you or I.
The silence continued. I thought of all those
serried rows of her book which one sees in every
drug-store, hanging in the shadow of hot-water
bottles and bath-towels. I thought of the vast piles
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